and a complexion like summer* were waiting at the door to greet their
guests. They entered, stripping off their streaming overcoats and leaving
the wet umbrella to drip in the woodshed.
Favorsky's wife ushered them into the studio and left them with the
youngest daughter whilst she went to see about lunch.
They were a family of artists. For generations back there had been
artists in the Favorsky family. Favorsky's wife was also an artist, and their
children, brought up in an atmosphere where art was the family trade,
all drew beautifully. The only exception in this family where cousins and
aunts and uncles were artists, was Favorsky's brother, who was a priest.
A portrait of him hung in the dining-room. He was bearded like Favorsky
but looked more austere.
Favorsky and his daughter showed them all their recent work, half-
finished stage-sets and maquettes for costume-designs* and sketches for
future wood-engravings. Favorsky always had more work on hand than
he could manage, yet he never hurried, but did everything slowly and care-
fully. He was an admirable teacher and Petka had learned much from
him, especially how to work with clean honest colours and shapely lines*
There are and always have been artists who paint because something
is wrong in their lives, who turn to their palettes to overcome an emotional
hurt, as the oyster secrete a pearl to cover up the irritating speck of grit
in its shell. Favorsky was not one of these. Painting was not an escape
for him, it was life itself. In his pleasant log cottage, pictures were the
day's work, as they were to the peasants of Zagorsk, themselves admirable
craftsmen.
Favorsky proposed to take his guests over to the Toy Museum before
lunch. This was always a treat, and the Favorsky family, who never
tired of it, all asked to come too. Professor Borodin had some Museum
matters to discuss with Favorsky, and proposed to leave the youngsters
to themselves in the afternoon. Polina suggested a visit to the famous
Zagorsk Monastery. She had never been inside it, nor had Petka* The
visit was easily arranged, for Favorsky's uncle was the curator.
They drank tea in Favorsky's big studio, littered with drawings aad
painting materials yet too purposeful to look untidy. And then all the family
got iready to visit the Zagorsk Toy Museum whilst Favorsky went ia search
of his keys.
A short walk brought them to the Museum, where the did porter saluted
Favonky with a knowing air* Favorsky never tilled of showing people
round. He knew each object almost by heart, yet he always returned with
a fount 0f fresh ideas after a walk through its many rooms.
He had had a lot to do with the planning and selection of the material
displayed there. He and Professor Borodin kept up a friendly rivalry.